This Copy of “ALLY SLOPER” is a Railway Accident Life Policy for £150. (Nine Claims already Paid.) 


OS Half Fell, 


FOUNDED AND CONDUCTED BY GILBERT DALZIEL. 


Vol. XIL—No. 590.) SATURDAY, AUGUST 17, 1898. 


[ONE PENNY. 


DISCUSSING POLITICS AT WHITBY. 


“ The victory of the Unionist Party at the polls has quite upset the calculations of Poor Pa. Firmly convinced that ‘his’ party, and his alone, would win the 
day, Dad had formed a cabinet on his own account, and had even gone as far as to issue invitations to his collea gues to meet on board the Tootsie Belle I am 
greatly ufraid, though, that the business transacted wus of a strictly limited character. At the finish of the council, in fact, Papa was the only one capable of 
even silting upright. Mr. McGooseley, Mr. McNab, Mr. Iky Moses and Uncle Boffin were all lying in the scuppers.”’—Toortsie. 


SOME OF THE ADVANTAGES OF POVERTY. 


You're not worried b fe to where to go And, what is more, you can always take a stroll And when you do seek your humble couch no visions 
for the holidays, Boas oaks ee tones the without being pestercd by beggars and vendors of of burglars disturb your placid serenity, You are 
Pro-pect of a joint for the morrow s dinner. penny novelties, quite easy about your plate, 


eK. 
é 4 


THE GODALMING MURDER. 


“1 SHALL call,” said Mr. Gurney, leading counsel for the 
Crown, Mary H urst, the accomplice of the deed. The j 
know that an accomplice is an infamous character a 
ought not to be believed unless confirmed by other terti- 
mony ; and in justice to the prisoner | am bound to state 
that this woman has accused others, whose names I need 
not mention, and who, upon investigation, were clearly 
innocent. You will hear the whole case and decide 
impartially.” 

Srictly, this was the case: On November 11th, 1817, early 
in the morning, a Mr. Oliver Chennel, a shoemaker in a 
good way of business at Godalming, and Elizabeth Wilson, 
i harmless old woman, who for many years had been his 
housekeeper, were discovered to have been brutally mur- 
dered. A man ealling for a pair of boots that had been 
promised for seven o'clock was surprised to find the shutters 
not taken down and the door unlocked. It was dark within, 
but open ing the door to the utmost, he was able to make 
out the body of the housekeeper lying on the floor with her 
thront cut in a shocking manner. 

Ile shouted for help, and the neighbours arrived. The 
house keeper was dead and cold, and on the floor of his bed- 
room ab ove lay the cold blood-stained and disfigured body 
of the old man. His head was nearly severed from the 
trunk: his limbs horribly hacked and bruised, and the dis- 
ordered state of his apparel and the condition of tie 
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furniture showed that a fearful struggle had taken place. 2 

Suspicion fell on George Chennel, the old man’s on. His habits 
were dissolute, and he had caused great uneasiness to the old maa, 
who was well Known to possess siderable property. He had 
also been heard to use threat ainst his father and the house. 
keeper, who, he seid, made inisch He lived some distance from 
the shoemaker'’s shom. but frequently took his meals there, 

On the night preceding the murders, George Chennel went into 
the Richmond Arms and sat there smoking and drinking from 
about seven till nine, and then, going out, returned ata quarter to 
ten. This was the lindlord’s story: but Chennel swore that he had 
been gone so short & time that the pipe he left behind him on the 
table was still burning. At half-past nine, witnesses said, they had 
geen him and naman called Chaleraft close tothe scene of the crime, 

On the night following the discovery of the murders, George 
Cheni. the son, was at the Angel Inn with Sarah Hurst and one 
Chaleraft, u notoriously bad character, who was the old man's 
carman and a constant associate of the son. A waiter observed 
Chaleraft and the woman whispering together, and overheard her 
say, “Hold vour tongue, Chalcraft, I want to hear no more of it.” 

sarah Hurst, the accomplice, when she came into the box, 
appeared to be deeply affected, and could scarcely stand upright. 
On the night of the murder she said she met Chaleraft, who said he 
wished she could come down town later on, She said she would 
do so. and met him n little after nine, n few doors below 
Mr. Chennel’s shop, He told her he wanted her to stand before 
Mr. Chennel's door and keep watch. He went into the house, and 
she walked to and fre without. George Chennel also went in. She 
heard “na screech.” When Chaleraft came out he said, “We have 
done for them both.” She saw some blood on his smock-frock 
sleeves by the light of two candles in the opposite window, She 

ced how it came there, and he said, “It was the blood from them 
The next night, at the Angel Inn, Chaleraft offered her £4 
to keep all that had passed secret, He spoke in whispers, She 
told him at Inst to hold his tongue.” 

The wretehed woman underwent n severe cross-examination, but 
her evidence was supported by collateral testimony, and the two 
men were convicted and sentenced to death, They neither con- 
fexssed, but died hard. After hanging an hour, we are told, their 
bodies were cut down and given to the surgeons of Godalming for 
dissection, They were received into a waggon, and with a pro- 
cession of oflicers, were conveyed, “in slow and awful silence, 
through the town of Godalning, until they arrived at the house of 
the late Mr. Chennel. Here the procession halted, and the bodies 
were carried into the kitchen, one being pied on the spot where 
the housekeeper was found murdered, The surgeons performed 
the first office of dissection, and the bodies, in this state, were left 
exposed to the gaze of thousands who, throughout the day, eagerly 
rushed in to see them, The effect of the awful scene may be 
imagined but not described.” 

(Neat rech, Al along o Mary Lea.”) 
— — 
Bak GARDNIN, 


The gall nex dore av bia skarlitt runher in a flour pes with the 
innteunshun off tranin itt to runn upp her side off the parti worl. 
Wen it reeches the topp!! But ush, wee must dissembel. 


(New aeek, look outt for the beens.) 


— — 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
— 
„ Correspondents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should incloxe a stamped enrelope large enough tocontain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps. 
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Quite unnecessary, BERTRAM 3; You can find tne way with case, 
Glad to hear it, OLD ADMIRER; SLOPER docs his best to please, 
Can't be done, A KENTISH JOUNNIB 3 Tootsie ar nds her Jondest 
lore. We should fancy, LADY Dora, He's a trifle touched aburc. 
aren't got the space at present, Thank you all the same, J. &. 
lietter not attempt it, Novick; You might make an awkward 
mesa, Very lerer, ARTHUR JESSOP. Thanks for cutting, EXTRA 
STAR, Much vbliged for letter, Patsy; What a Juany man you 
are 

— 
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5 PARTS. 
On sale at all Kivsques and Looksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
apeeial arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 Rut DE LA Banque, 
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NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


— 2150 


Will be paid to the next-of-hin of any Man, Woman, Roy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted ), whe shall happen to mect 
with his or her death in a Railway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED „ copy of the evrrent ian, of “ ALLY SLOPER's HALF- 
Honipay” be found upon the Deecased at the time of the Accident, 
“ALLY SLOPER'’S TALF-HOLIpAy” ta published throughout. the 
United Aingdem every Wednesday morning at 9 clock, and the 
Inanrance insta one week from that time, erpiring at 9 o'clock the 
following Wednesday morning, 


— —— 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


— — 


Vr. Geodie. I hear that Fastleigh in his will has left his large 
collection of French novels to our public library, ; 
Mrs, Goodie, Oh, dear me! How dreadful!” Are we obliged to 
accept them? 8 
* 


Employer (showing friend round his factory), Here is our 
watchman—he isan old soldier. Ile was shot in the patella, 

Watchman, Vex pardon, sir, It wasn't there, it was in the 
Soudan I was wounded, are ’ 


« 
Twatcien the charming widow weep, 

Aud, „I' very wrong,” nid, 
“This grief so long in your heart to keep: 

For your spouse has been seven mouths dead.” 
She sighed, as she flicked ata falling tear, 

Nux. my grief T cannot smother 
To think—that he hasn't been dead a year, 

For J want to marry another!” 

z= * 
= 


First Man, U see that Pryor has retired from the police foree 
and set up for himself asa private inquiry agent. 

Second Man, Vas he, though?) Well, he ougkt to make a very 
guod one, 

First Man, Yes, no one can say that he’s not had a valuable 
past ‘tecsperience, [And ina céctlised country, tuo! 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss. Sloper. 
No. 590.—The “Bournemouth Bathing” Costume. 


A gentleman who is sure to make 


his mark in the world. mute. 


De. I'm a bail sailor. 
Ile. You would make a first-class 


Alice, Do you know, Mr. Spiffkiu, I should awfully like to sce you drink. 


kin, Why eo, my dear? 


Mr. Spi, 
scause dad says you drink like a fish, 


Alice, 


“You've always cot your hand in your 
pockets, Jacob.“ “Ya-as, It vos to keep 
oder people's hands out of dem.” 


E 
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Ethel. Go with you to the flower show? Why, of co 
but—er—I thought Charlie was going to take you? e 

Maud, Sa he was, poor fellow, but he can't, ga at all now. II.“ 
got to write a notice of it all for his horrid paper und get it in l., 
this afternoon, . 2 


At the Club, 
First Member, Well, and what was the play like, eh? Was the 
author called? 
Second Member, Called? T should think so; everything ili. 
audience could lay their tongues. to. a 


s 

Mick. Sure, Pat, and ye drank too much last night. 

Pat, By the Piper that played before Moses and I didn't do th u 
as l can very easily prove, : ' 

Mick, And by this and by that I should like to know how you 
prove that same, 3 

Pat. Why, by the same token I was still thirsty when Tw... 
this marninz, and go L could not have drank enough last night, 


n wife may rail with main and might 
When the habit of her spouse is 

To pass hia time till twelve each night 
lu public-house carouses. 


Lut to a deadlier depth of scorn 
He stirs her soul within her, 
If he “sticks at home” on a Sabbath morn 
While she's cooking, Sunday's dinner ! 
s 


ScENE—Newmarket Heath. 
Bookmaker (who haa recognised the Bishop of C—). Which 
race are you interested in, my lord? 
The Bishop ane has only come to study character). The human 
race, wy friend, ee 


s 
First Little Dear. They ay that the happiest period of a 
woman's life is that between sixteen and twenty-five. 
Second Little Dear. Yea, I suppose that is right; but I should 
like to get married before I was twenty-five, wouldn't you? 


s 2 

Un was a born gambler, and it was just at the critical part of hi: 
illness when n few hours sleep would make all the difference fr 
life or death, “Ah! if he could only get u, nap now.“ said the 
doctor to the nurse, “it would save him.” The invalid hui. 
opened his exes at the words, and looked towards the medicin 
man, “Nap,” he murmured faintly, “Nap did you say, doctor: 
Low much is there in the Kitty ? 


Tlushand, Have you put all the things in the bag that I aske:| 
for, my dear? A flask of whisky . n ales of sane. 
wiches, some bread and cheese, a long ball of string, some telegray, 
forms, ani a change of linen? 

Wife. Yes, dear, it is all ready for you; but are you going on, 
journey, dear? 

Husband, Oh, no, I am only going up in the great wheel at 
Earl's Court. 8 


Prospective Fat ler - in- La. Well, young man, your income is 
certainly very small, but 1 understand you to say you have great 
expectations, 

Proapcetive Son-in- Law, Quite eo, sir: I believe vour daughter 
will enjoy a considerable amount of your fortune when she marries. 

ss 
s 
THE Reverend Brown, for many a ycar, 
Has felt exceeding wroth 
Whene’er there fell upon his ear 
The semblance of an oath. 


But his purity has been of late 
By Christian grace so fed, 
That at last he will not tolerate 
A Blank it!” on his bed! 
ss 
8 s 
Overheard at an At ITome, 
Firat Bored One, Ian't it awful? 
Sound Bored One. Bally awful. 
First Bored One. She is supposed to be n finished musician. 


Second Bored One, I wish to Heaven she was. 
se 


3 
“TELL me, George,” said the fair girl, ax her impetuous admir:r 
took her in his arms in the usual fond embrace, “tell me, Ger. 
why you resemble a numerous class of journalists?” ~¢ 5 
up, darling,” responded George, I'm not good at conundrum- 
“Because.” she whispered, as a becoming blush mantled her fur 
cheeks, “ because you are on the evening press.” 
ss 


* 
Schooimaster, Well, my little man, and what is your name? 
New Scholar, Billy, sir—Billy Burton. 
Sehoolmaster. Ah, indeed, and do they call you Billy at home? 
New Scholar, No, sir; father generally calls me a d—d Jitu! 
nuisance. °° 


Ructions writes to inquire what a woman should say when her 
husband inquires if she ia going to marry again in the event of hi- 
death? Our advice is—if it is possible for a woman to do such n 
thing—to hold your tongue, for if you reply in the aftirmative l. 
will naturally want to know who the man is; and if your answer! 
is in the negative he will, with equal reason, consider that yo 
must have a very bad . of married life, and anyway, as yet 
have probably discovered, there's likely to be ructions. 
ss 


s 
Philanthropic Paar- by. Why don't you put those cabbages ir 
the shade they'd keep ever so much better? 
Small Shopkeeper. I don't want em to keep, mister ; I want tv 
sell em. Will yer buy one? [But he wouldnt, 
at 


To the Cannibalistic Chief he spake, ; 
While haughty gleams from his eyes did fly : 

“No dinner of me shalt thou dare to make, 
For a Cambridge College man am 1!“ 


And the Cannibal Chief his knife did whet. 
„O Briton, proud Briton, thou liest now! 
For I mean to prove, ere yun sun shall set, 
That an EATEN College man art thou!“ 


ss 


s 
Overheard at a supper table inthe West-End. 
Middle-aged Matron (to Le neighbur). Never mind, my dear 
it will be fashionable again one of there days for women to |: 
virtuous, and then you and I will have our innings. 

ss 


s 1 
PROPITIATE the mother by all means, by telling her her Deanti 
ful daughter grows more like her every day ; but if you want ( 
stand well with the girl be sure she doesn’t overhear you. 
® es 
s 242 
Young Sha rpehins. Dad, what is one’s duty ns n Christian? 
Old Sharpshins, To tell your neighbours what they ought to vo 


THE STRANCE ADVENTURES OF 


Affe TIGGIN AND FREDDY POGSON. 
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Saturday, August 17, 1895.) 
TOOTSIE AT BOURNEMOUTH. 


A LITTLE over forty years ago there were but three houses in 
hournemouth, which was an outlying hamiet of desert heath and 
woodland, In John 

Hey wood's beauti- 
full y-illustrated 
little guide to this 
popular place, we 
read that “In 1810 
some of the land 
on which Bourne. 
mouth now stands 
helonged to a Mr, 
Tregonwell, who 
arrived one even- 
ing in that year 
with his wife ina 
post-chaise at a 
very lonely house, 
just to see what his 
newly -acquired 


property was like. 
Ir. and Mrs. Tre. 
gonwell thougnt 


well of the climate, 
and it seemed to 
them that others 
would be of the 


Mr. Tregonwell was 
recognised as the 
founder of Bourne- 
mouth. A descen- 
A good time. dant has lately pre- 

sented a portrait of 
this gentleman to the town, and the work of art has been received 
by the local authorities with the consideration due to Mr. Tregon- 
well's reputation as founder of the place now fondly called by its 
inhabitants the Garden of the South.“ The lonely house at which 
Mr. Tregonwell arrived in 1810 is now part of the Royal Exeter 
Hotel; and Bournemouth has entered into a competition which is 
dangerous for those long-established rivals, Hastings and Torquay.” 

Bournemouth, with the exception of the above recorded inciden 
about which there is little of the sensational, has no history to fal 
back upon, It is not quite as bran new as Weatgate, but it is very 
new indeed, and still building. To some people,” we read, “its 
freedom from historic association is not its least recommendation. 
lere archeologists squabble not over the invisible remains of 
ancient. encampment, and antiquarians trouble not themselves 
about historic fortification or ite val keep.” 

don't quite see what harm the existence of a notability or two 
can doa show place, although the writer goes on to say: Here, 
with a sigh of satisfaction, we may tase aside ancient history and 
bask in the glorious sunshine of . The shades of Shake- 
speare and Washing- ' 
ton Irving can hardly 
be said to have done 
much harm to the 
hotel-keepers at Strat- 
ford-on-Avon, 

nut Bournemouth, 
with its flowers and 
pine-clad slopes, is a 
delightful place, and 
there is plenty that is 
old-fashioned to be 
found within easy 
rene. Ringwood, 
bout twelve miles off, 
is extremely rural and 
picturesque, and its 
Grammar School was 
founded in the reign 
of Queen Elizabeth. 
Here Bab cangit n 
funny kind of eel, 
leeaily known as n 
»snig.“ 

Net so very far off, 
at Lyndhurst, may 
found the spot where 
Sir William * trel did 
or did, not Ril Wil- 
liam II. (surnamed 
Rufus) by accident or 
on purpose, don't 
suppose, by the way. 
that either William I. or William 11. were much loved in the 
neighbourhood. An old chronicler has told us that “when William 
1. ascended the throne of Albion, being n great lover of forests, he 
laid waste more than sixty parishes, compelling the inhabitants to 
mis rate to other places, and substituted beasts of the chase for 
human beings, that he might satisfy his ardour for hunting. 

It is luck kinga and queens don't have those sort of ideas now- 
adays, St. John's Wood given up to wol ves and Brixton to buffalo 
bulls would be a bad prospect. 

_ Meanwhile, at Bournemouth, we are having a fairly good time 
Tilly, Bob and the Dook especially. Looking into the guide-book, 
however, I notice that the climate is “the most delightful in the 
kingdom“; 1 am, therefore, probably wrong in accusing the trio of 
Wing beastly drunk. Their condition was, no doubt, due to the 
freshness of the air. 

Bournemouth abounds in boarding-houses. Everybody is not 
comfortable in n boarding-house, and we are just leaving our 
second this week with altercations in the hall. Billy’s appetite 
does not suit the generality of boarding-houses, 

The bathing 


here is ver 

good ; the sands 
are smooth and 
soft, and the 
water has been 
described as 
“deliciously 
lively.” You 
may sure 
that our bath - 
ing-drenses 
attracted uni- 
versal attention 
und admira- 
tion. 

The boating 
ia also all that 
can be desired, 
and whiting, 
mackerel, and 
herring tishing 
amuse n num. 
ber of lamblike 
ndventurers, I 
have already 
said that 1 do 
ae not care much 
for fishing, which Bob always persists in, though with what he 
itches set against the hire of the boat he stands at a dreadful 
oss, We girls, however, went out for a row with a sprightly 
masher and had a jolly time. but Bob and Billv and the Dook 
were verv bad about it. 


Bathing. 


— 


Ou the masn. 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
ASK YOUR CHEMIST; FOR 


SLOPER’S PILLS 


PRICE HA PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


Sse f RE ESM MEE, 
PRACTISING IN THE 


NT PHYSICIAN 
WEST END OF LONDON, 
and will be found invaluable in casea of Liver Complaint, Indiges- 
tion, all Stomachic Attections, Giddiness, Nervousness, Shortness 
of Breath. Costiveness, Headache, Wind, Blotches on the Skin, 
Vimples, Debility, Disturbed Nights, Unpleasant Dreams, Bilious- 
ness, Want of Tone, all Female Complaints, etc. 


REMARKABLE CURE. 


(Extract from a long Letter.) 


Jack Lane, Davenham, Northwich, 
Cheshire, July 20th, 1895. 


DEAR SIRS,—My liver was in a bad 
state, and likewise my chest and head; I 
could hardly breathe. My nostrils were 
sto up, and for three years I could not 
breathe through my nose; but, thanks to God 
and to the use of Sloper’s Pills, I am all 
right again. I have told you the truth. 


I remain, yours truly, 
JOSEPH SAXON. 


Messrs. GURDEN CO. 


IT YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP SLOPER’S PILLS 
SEND 912 IN STAMPS TO 


THE PROPRIETORS, 


GURDEN KO a., 


89 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, . c., 
AND A BOX WILL BE SENT IMMEDIATELY. 


FURNISHED APARTMENTS. 


HE sate, with his arm stealthily wound round the back stretch 
of her waistband, on an iron seat on the esplanade at Westgate, 
gazing rather sheepishly first at herand then at one or other of the 
revolving lights far out upon the deadly Goodwins, He'd been 
apartment-hunting all day—(She was staying with her mother and 
sisters at the neighbouring hotel )—and the sun had literally baked 
bim in his suit of black, unrelieved as it was by even a russet- 
coloured trotter-case. Very quietly and reverently, though with a 
tinge of love's passion, he spoke: 

“Do you know, Miss—er. 

“ Hokiuconey,” she said, quietly. 

“Of course, Miss Hokinconey,” he continued. “Well, do you 
know, I've been thinking over lots of th during my hunt for a 
*bed-and-sitting’ this afternoon, and oné thing that's struck me 
very forcibly is the spare room that one invariably finds in every 
house. There is a sort of solitary sadness about it that appeals 
strangely to one who, like myself, is of n poetic temperament, ‘The 
better to illustrate my meaning. my dear girl—for my admiration 
makes me bold enough to call you so—imagine for a moment that 
Jam a house——" 

An empty house, Mr. Billingstee ver!“ 

Nax, do not jest, fair one. 1 um a house, but, in my inmost 
heart there is a spare room that is set apart for—can you guess 
whom?“ 

„How could T guess? some barmaid in Margate, perhaps?” 

“Cruel, cruel prevaricator! No, Minnie—for you are Minnie to 
me now, whether you bid me begone or nay—the room in my heart 
is only to be occupied by YOU!” 8 

“ But I couldn't live in only one room, Mr. Nillingsteever. . 

“ You should have others to eat and drink, and play and sing, 
and receive company in, if only you would take my spare room,” 

“ Straight?” 

„absolutely swear it!“ 

“Setting all metaphor o' one side, you mean it?” 

“ Devoutly, Minnie, sincerely. My uncle Evibung, who ran the 
three biggest pubs, in the whole of Hoxton, kicked the bucket last 
Friday, an’ I'm his rightful ‘eir, What d've say?” 

“1 say book that apartment you spoke of to me. Want any 
deposit?” 

“It's usual, I think.“ 

He glued his lips to hers, whilst the discreet moon hid her face 
behind a convenient cloud, and the only sound tunt the sing 
policeman heard closely resembled that which would result from 
throwing a rotten pear very hard against a marble-top washstand. 


— —— 


A VERY YOUNG FLIRT. 


SHE was a little brown-eyed, golden-haired maiden of five 
summers, and seemingly she had already made her first conquest, 
in a blue-eyed sailor of seven or eight who walked by her side on 
the pier at Folkestone, the while their two nurses, with an nssort- 
ment of smaller bratlets, walked behind aud scandalised their 
respective missesea, 

“ Dweadfully hot, isn’t it?“ said the little witch, archly, turning 
her eyes from the sun in the direction of an army of penny-in-the- 
slot machines and meteorvlogical instruments. 

Bi ag !” ejaculated the love-sick little boy, most readily, 
“ frightful.” 

© Tell meer what did you say your name was?” 

„Ernest Dixon.” 

Ah, yea, Ernes—, 
those fermometers?’ 

“Rather! J can tell the thermometer,” remarked Master Dixon, 
grandiloquently. 

* Well, ven, jus’ go over to it an’ sce if I's as hot na I feel!“ 

And Master Dixon did—ay, more, he declared his passion 
through the agency of a penny cracker motto out of the“ Fortune's 
Wheel” arrangement, and made the little one with the brown eyes 
promise, under a bribe of forcing open his money box and abstract- 
ing the funds wherewith to take her to see the performing tleas, 
that she would love him for ever, and ever, and ever—even till 
their families both came down again neat summer, 


I mean, Master Dixon, do you understand 


ees 
ta" 4 
ak 


A COSTLY AD. 


— — 


1 

Miss Epirn Montcomeny sat in the very best sitting. rocit 
that the very best hotel in Mangoldton atYorded, ud lier usually 
bewitching and 
generally admired 
countenance wore en 
worried look, Even 
the soothing intl. 
ence of a particu. 
larly choice Turkish 
cigarette failed to 
dispel the puckers 
of anxiety upon her 
fair forehead, and it 
was inanything but 
an niniable frame of 
mind that she at 
length threw down 
her pen and com- 
posed herself to re- 
tlect. calmly upon 
the situation. 

The fact of the 
matter was, Miss 
Edith Montgomery 
was disgusted with 
Mangoldton. She 
had swooped down 
upon the Theatre 
NRoxal of the sleepy 
little town with 
her “latest London 
success,” but the : : 
Mangoldtonians aed 
were callously in- Wore a worried look. 
different to her con- 
descension. Despite the hugest posters, n capital advance notice 
in the Mangoldton Gazette and a liberal distribution of “ paper,” 
they scemed to have absolutely no desire to behold the “talented 
company of London artistes.” Even the fair Edith herself, in the 
somewhat scanty attire of the Prince J:m-Jam, signally failed to 
draw ‘em, and as that lady went through her business manager's 
Accounts she became painfully aware that the engagement had so 
far proved a frost. 

For a while she smoked on thoughtfully, then she put down her 
cigarette with an air of decision. Yes,” she murmured, “that's 
the only thing to be done, I'm sure. The lost jewel fake is pretty 
well played out, I know, but properly managed it ought to still 
create a sensation in this one-horse hole. Anyhow, I'll risk it.” 

Scribbling a hasty note, she dispatched it by messenger, and 
half-an-hour later, 
u dissipated, some- 
what shabby indi- 
vidual entered, 
whom she careless. 
ly waved intoa ent. 

„Nov, look here,” 
she began, uncere- 
moniously, I'm 
going to give you a 
chance of doing 
romething ſor all 
the money you've 
had out of me.” 

The man laughed. 
“Surely you don't 
2 your legal 
iusband his little 
allowance?” he 
sneered, 

“Not as long as 
he fulfills tf com- 
pact by keeping out 
of my way,” she 
answered, “But 
what brings you 
here!“ 

Money,“ he said, 
briefly. 

„1 thought so. 
Well, your month's 
allowance isn’t due 
yet, but on one con- 
dition I'll pay it in advance, and give you an extra fiver to drink 
yourself to death with.” 

„m there, my dear,” said the man. What's the game?” 

“This,” she answered, “ You know the sort of house we've been 
playing to lately. Well, next week there's an Agricultural Show 
on, and the place will be full. Imeanto get up a sensation to fetch 
‘em. To-morrow night you must disguise yourself and slip into this 
room, IL will surprise vou on my return from the performance, 
you will bind and gag me, and get clean away with the jewels ; 
and when the waiter comes up l Shall be found lying, dishevelled 
and fainting, on the floor, Headlines for to-morrow's paper : 
* DARING ROBBERY AT AN HOTEL, Miss Epiti MONTGOMERY'S 
JEWELS STOLEN, DESPERATE STRUGGLE WITH THE BURGLAR, 
ALL THE DETAILS.’ Twig?” 

„Pon my soul, Edith,” said her husband, admiringly. “ you're a 
deuced clever girl, you really are. III work it for you, like a bird.“ 

* 


* * * * * 

The Great Mangoldton Jewel Robbery caused a frightful sensa- 
tion. Nobody talked of anything else. The local paper came out 
with a whole page description, an interview with Miss Mout. 
gomery, and an illustration of the “scene of the crime”; and even 
the police rose to the 
oceasion and ob- 
tained seventeen 
distinct and utterly 
useless clues, The 
theatre was packed 
nightly, and Miss 
Edith Mont- 
gomery’s photo sold 
by hundreds, As for 
that talented young ⸗ 
lady, she shook ¢ 
hands with herself, 
figuratively, a dozen 
times a day—right 
up till the morning, 
in fact, that she re- 
ceived the following 
letter: 

My Dran Gm. 
Accept my sincere con- 
gratulationa, The result 
of your little plot has 
succeeded all expecta- 
tions, and I feel sure you > 
will not grudge me the 
somewhat increased re- 
muneration I have 
decided to accept for my 
assistance. The fact ia, 
I have taken snch a 
fancy to your pretty jeweis, that T cannot bear the thought of parting with them 
again, and by the time this reaches you I shall have sailed with them for distant 
climea, where I hope to inake a fresh start upon the proceeds of their sale. With 
fondest love, believe me, your wifectionate aud grateful HtUsvanp, 


Oh, yes! we could tell you exactly what Miss Montgomery said 
after reading this epistle, but having regard to the fact tit this 
isa highly respectable family journal, we won't. 


“Now, look here,“ she began. 
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SEASIDE RESORTS, BY ALEXANDRY'S OWN 
eae CAMERA. «Here, straight, I loves yer, *Arriet.” . Does yer, Arry ? 
No. 9.— Blackpool. Then let's change hata.” 


He, Yea; can't you see he has a tile loose ? 
„It Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—THE BEAUTIFUL GERALDINE. 


of her friends whose portratts have not yet been inserted. 
TOOTSIB'S FRIENDS. 
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A. SLOPER has tried and failed, Not but what there is a good deal of his friend an accomplishelgfact.—(1) I know, too, how to fall gracefully. The trape7r 
Richerloo about the Agéd. He has hitherto known not fail, but this time he gives in mastered, nothing remains now but to conquer the slack wire, Let, oh, let me 
without regret. “ Loveliest of your sex,” A. SLOPER had said while interviewing Miss accompany you on the wire some evening at an early date! Encouraged by your 
Geraldine Leopold. more familiarly known to the world as “The Beautiful Gerakline,” graceful presence and under your lovely, watchful eye I feel success aw aits me!" 
when on that occasion he wrung from her the confession tnat she was decorated win “ You are a brave man, Mr, Sloper ; I mlmire brave men.” A. SLOPE pulled ap his 
the Red Cross by the Qneen of Spain, which as A. Sr u already knew was bestowel shirt collar, forgetting for the moment it was fastencil to nothing. Hastily cramminy 

on the brave aml beautiful girl for her tle care and goodness in visiting and it back into his stack and hoping that it had not been noticed.“ Do you consent? 


tending the sokliers who were wounded at Malaga — les her! “ Loveliest of your sex, he asked passionately. “Why, certainly!“ The eventful evening arrived.—(5) They 
(1) long have I watched your graceful flights from trapeze to trapeze, or wondering, were to start from opposite ends of the wire, meet in the centre and form a picture. 


No. 404.— Miss HILDA WILSON. looked on thee, as you away trad the 3 wice, wie a = my reall At A. Storkn started well. but whether he thought for the moment the t h. 

« „ — asi ave sai mysel! y should n her in the these deeds cf Geraldine was really going to shoot him with her golien bow and arrow, of that he 
“Abel this too fond heart must break ! The Deok neck: during? Together we might do no end of intrepid and elegant work.—(2) Fired Mas overcome by her beauty, liistory stateth not ; euer it to say, that it took four 
A deep and lasting love is mine. —Lord Bob. with the idea, I. who in days of yore, long before you were born, have studied the —_ stalwart attendants the whole of the evening to extract him from out the meshes of 
“She is my soul, my heart's desire.” —The Hon, Billy. lithe Leotard in his flights, louged to do likewise. —(3) That, I now flatter myself, is tlie net, together with a whole bottle of “ Unsweetened" to briny him too afterward: 


McNAB INSULTED. 


(I) After the Election we all know that McNab is a bit off, when this “ Representative of Glasgow Conceited (2) When Tammy McParritch said,“ Take tha bottle-nosed weasi ad van * a man when be's 
asses" nid, “NcNabby, which way did ye vote—Liberal or Conservative?" repentant! Many a lang ‘any Gates and go before ye ahaa oot ul de Eider 2 


saturday, August 17, 1895.) 
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The ‘Kaiser. at -Lowther Castle 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. . 


Yes, Ladies and Gentlemen, I must really insist upon having another growl over the weather. 
It is really and truly shocking. A good wetting inside is quite bad enough, but when this is 
combined with a wettin; pring 3m it is really unbearable. On we go:—A forward rush by our 
. Is, The Unionista do as they please :—The largest dock in England will, In forviqn minds 
ency instil :—She lored him not, 4% he, in spite, Caused poor young Liz a lot of Sright :—Our 


THE RETORT 


Young . 5 1 vieh t 

Shy Pilot, A man 

Vung Philosopher: Bos k hgulän d bave to wear father's old 
trouseys up there, 


0 


{| HI 


I all H 


_ Cousin Bob, And Tm looking about all the time for a nice 
little wife—one who doesn't object to doing a little housework, 
by 1e poy don't you. know, and doesn't grumble at darning 

soc! 
Kb l. Why don't you apply at a Servante’ Registry Office ? 


"ve been reflecting on my character.” “Oh, dear, no, you're quite mistaken : that's not 
“1 bear you've been bent nd on he kind of thing / reflect ou |” 


eportipg sisters here we sce, In shooting join with greatest glee :— For Fu cabby gets run 
in, And parta with nearly all his tin: Must miserable the seaside ia, The publics only do good 
biz:—At shooting William is A-1, And plunges headlong in the fun.—Good-bye, my hearties, I 


hope with my next show I shall usher in u sample of decent weather. 


Appearances at present 
are bad, very bad, indeed—THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


UNCOURTEOUS. 


“GIVING AWAY” THE BRIDE. 


Papa. And—hic !—thongh I says it as shouldn't, the bride- 
groom will have, in my daughter, a wite—hic !- wo, though 
she is not as young as she was, will, it she is anythiny like her 
mother—hic |—keep him in order (Uproar srom wife's 
relativas at table.) 


THE “NEXT” THING OUT. 


New Little Girl (to the family ghost), Don't you tnow me? Go 
on! You will very soon! 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


— 


A visit to the Palace Theatre of Varieties the other evening 
convinced us that business at this popular resort is ns good or 
better than it has ever 
previously been, a met 
which does not surprise 
us in the lenst. For 
real Variety Talent we 
are willing to back the 
Palace against any other 
Music-Hall in London. 


* 

Tun Moss-Grown 
Structure has this day 
been pleased to confer 
the “Award of Merit” 
upon WILL NEW. be- 
cause heia the “ Major” 
of bencfita, “Feyt er,” 
remarked the Cerulean- 
Eyed, “1 presoom this 
‘ere bestowal of honour 
means as you've dis- 
covered what a cham- 
ion horganizer of 
henefit concerts for 
deserving hobjects 
Willyum is, and. that 
it ain't New's to 
yer—.” But the Aged 
could not stand puns of 
this sort at any price, 
and once again he of 
the azure optics caught 
it scalding, ot. 


THE annual fete of the Brighton Volunteer Philanthropic 
Society. to be held at the Swiss Gardens, Shoreham, on August 
i6th, will be rendered extra lively in consequence of the compett- 
tion for a prize cup presented by the Proprietors of Sloper's Pills. 

* 


Ap Miners of the Moore and “Burgess Minstrels will do weli to 
py a visit to the St. James's Hall at the earliest opportanity: The 
programme here can only be designated as of the first-class order. 
= 


Ir is true that at the polls Lord Salisbury won hands down ; 
but what about the Salisbury baby? 


THE holiday programme at the Royal Aquarium is of the mam- 
moth order, and in its own class without doubt stands head and 
shoulders above other competitors, 


Al rnovan Mr. and Mrs. SLOPER were competitors for the 
prize, the Dunmow Flitch, we are sorry to admit, has not reach: 
the Sloperies 
this year 
Just at the 
moment 
whenthe 
jury were 

discussing 
the claims of 
the rival can- 
didates the 
Eminent 
peremptorily 
requested his 
better half to 
leave off 
* jabbering.” 
This was too 
much for 
Mrs. Sloper, 
who res- 
wonded by 
etching her 
lord and 
master a 
“oner” with 
the family 
gingham, 
This settled 
the business 
so far as the : 
Slopers were 
concerned, and bacon and eggs at their family breakfast table is 
now only conspicuous by its absence. 

ss 


* 
Tux Member for Shoe Lane was . requested to ba in 
his place at the opening of Parliament. It was somewhat 
gratuitous, however, to append the following postscript: “ P.S.— 
Le there, drunk or sober, oe 

s 


THE renewal of Music-IIall licences, applications for which are 
already in the hands of the County Council, is commencing to 
form the subject of anxious discussion among those interested. 
Speculation is rife concerning the possibility of Mra, Chant again 
taking the war-jath, but odds are being betted freely against her 
success. „„ 


SEVERAL ladies’ papers are agreed that the mandoline is to he the 
fashionable instrument with the fair sex this winter, and if the 
ladies’ papers don't 
know, who should? It 
is not altogether com- 
forting intelligence to 
the unmusical male, 
who has suffered much 
at various times from 
violin, guitar, banjo, 
zither,and other crazes, 
to say nothing of the 
poor long tortured 
tiano. The mandoline, 
however, is an instru- 
ment from which it is 
difficult to extract any 
great volume of sound, 
sufficient for instance 
to penetrate the parti- 
tion wall of a decently- 
constructed residence, 
and though we may 
suffer at the “At 
Home,” a more 
hideous form of tor. 
ture might pos- 
sibly have been con- 
ceived. « « 

s 


IN response to an 
invitation by Messrs. 
Frail, Uncle Boffin paid 
a visit to Windsor races 
on the afternoon of 
Saturday week last. It is witn regret that he has to admit that 
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ENGLISHMEN generally will be pleased to hear that their country 
is in danger of an invasion next year, The Australians, it seems, 
ure going to 
send overnteam 
ofcricketers cal- 
culated to knock 
spots off all 
rivals, Well, let 
them come, 
England can 
in cricket 
hold its own 
against all 
comers ns well 
as in most other 
things. 

ss 


* 

THE failure of 
the Tf, Belle 
at Cowes to win 
any of the races 
for which she 
entered, was 
through no fault 
of herown, The 
fact that the 
Eminent — him- 
self insisted 
upon taking 
command at u 
time when he 
was physically 
incapable of 
even standing straight, is moat probably the trne reason. What 
can the oldest yachtsman make of the order, to luff her bobstay, 
ship the maingaff, and reef the fore halliards on the aft tack, 
You can't win races like that, you know. 

as 


s 
Ir is quite untrue that we intend to publish a weekly edition de 
luxe of Larks! for the benefit of European crowned heads and 
other celebrities who delight in our champion comic. Larks ! as it 
stands is good enough for our myriad readers, and the fastidious 
royalties must purchase the ha penny copy or leave it alone 
altogether. 0 


“GENERAL” BOOrn has taken another“ farewell” of his trust - 
ing flock, and again set out upon a nice little holiday to the East. 
The East has our most sincere and respectful sympathy. 


s 

Born sportsman that he is, A. SLOPER always hails the advent 
of August 12th with the keenest delight, as must every shooting 
enthusinst to 
whom the open- 
ing of the grouse 
season is a 
matter of per- 
sonal interest. 
It is not every- 
body who gets 
u chance at grice. 
of course, and 
the moro hum- 
ble knight of the 
deadly tribe 
must refrain his 
impatience until 
September Ist. 
when partridg- 
slaying com- 
mences. But to 
men like tho 
Mildewed, with 
half. a- dozen in- 
vitations to 
Derbyshire 
Yorkshire and 
Scottish moors, 
the 12th means 
the be 10 71 of 
the shooting 
senson for which 
they have so im- 
patiently longed. 


s 

WE understand that the newly-formed Bookmakers’ Associ- 
ation are making things hot for all the notoriously bad characters 
of the turf. This may account for the anxious expression of Iky's 
countenance of late. „ 

Now that two moro accidents (one of them fatal) have happened 
in connection with parachute ascents, perhaps the authorities 
will do something to put a stop to these dangerous exhibitions. 
The morbid desire to see somebody dashed to atoms is not a 
pleasant one to foster, and that is unquestionably what attracts 
the greater part of the crowd. 

4 


LATEST advices from Bulgaria report that there is no immediate 
prospect of a settlement. This is precisely the case with A. 
SLOPER'S creditors. ee . 

s 


THE Princess's, old time house of powerful melodrama, is now 
affording lovers of that fare a chance of enjoying it to their heart’s 
content. Messra. Shirley and 
Landeck's exciting work, 
Saved from the Sca, is n play 
full of those dramatic poussi- 
bilities which «appeal so 
strongly to an emotional 
audience; and, supported as 
it is by a company that in- 
cludes Messrs. harles 
Glenney, _ Austin — Sfelford 
Bassett Roe, and Lione 
Rignold, it should have a very 
fair chance of success during 
the dog days. „Popular 

wrices only are charged, and we 

ve no doubt that the country 
cousin who may be expected 
in town shortly will infinitely 
prefer Sared from the &a, to 
the less robust plays which 
find favour with the dlasé 
Londoner. . 


THE great International 
Chess Tournament at Hastings 
was, of course, robbed of it# 
chief interest owing to the 
scratching of A.SLOPER. The 
Eminent, it is rumoured, 
though, will challenge the 
victor to play a game of 
shove-’a’penny, the winner of 
two games out of three to 


receive a bottle of Unsweetened.” We shall back the “ Old Man.” 
ee 


(Saturday, August 17, 1995, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALESDAK Por THE WRX EXDING AUGUST zaru. 1895, 
— 


18th August, 1655.—Oliver Cromwell this dav adant. 
“We” in answering a petition. Instead of the capital W. nts 
at first written the more familiar I. with n small w. whi 0 tee 
erased with his finger, tor the Royal character: It is 8 Hee Mi 
that noble infirmity—ambition.” a nurn en 


19th August, 1673.—Charles the Second this day er): 
00 


his son, by Madame Louise de Quironaille, Duke of Richmond 5 


20th August, 1827.—l lone. under this date, quotes fl 
quaint love song, written in 1590 by Samuel Daniel ; ae 
„Love isa sickness full of woes, 
All remedies refusing ; 
A plant that most with cutting grows 
ost barren with best using. 
Why so? 
More we enjoy it more it dies, 
If not enjoyed it sighing cries 
Heigh ho!” 


Qist August, 1732.—Lady Mary Wortley Montagu died tue 
day. The celebrated Turi Letters, which wer. ote Ah 5 
manuscript among her friends during her lifetime, were soll hy 
Mr. Snowden, a clergyman of Rotterdam, to Lord Bute for ©; 105 
He intended to suppress them. but a copy had been secretly 1, 0 : 
and they were published, During her life she was ass | 
with “ filthy slander by Pope, Walpole and others.” 0 

22nd August, 1020.— The parish registers of St. Gil... 
Cripplegate, record that on the above date, Oliver Cromwell ui 
Elizabeth Bourchier were married at that church, Cromwell u. 
then in his twenty-first year. a 


iy 


1598, 


24th August, 1572.—The massacre of St. Bartholom-» 
8 en ar eee baal agit of Eee ict Was at the 
minimum 70,000. ope Gregory than od for this pubic 
breakfast of twelve days.” aif ee tae 


— • ——Ü— 


QUITE A NEW DEPARTURE, 


THE critics did handle 
The venomous Vandal 
With scathing» severe and censorious ; 
The theatre's owner 
(Poor bankrupted moaner !) 
Reviled him with ravings uproarious. 


The public so snubbed him, 
. So clubbed him, and drubbed him, 
That the next Yankee boat, off he shot in it! 
For the scoundrel audacious 
Had dared—goodness gracious !— 
To write A Burlesque With A Plot In It!! 


— ͤ ́u—b2—ᷣ— 


OTHER PEOPLE's TROUBLES. 


It's all very well to snub the small boy for growling at the f 
his clothes, but if our middle-aged readers will allow their niit. 
to recall the scenes of—say three decades ago, they will agree vn 
us that the most distressing sensation in the world at that period 
of existence was wearing a pair of trousers made by un elder sister 
out of a pair of the old-'un’s left - ola. 

There is a certain crossing-pweeper in the West End, whi-r 
patience has been oft and sorely tried by the awells who come vit 
of n certain club. They invariably fumble in their pockets aul 
remark, “Er—eh, I’ve no coppers now,—give you some is [cote 
back!" Which they never do. So now he’s got a neatly-write: 
ticket affixed to his broom, which stares them in the fave. lu i 
no credit gicen. „ 

A Billing gate fish-porter has just pegged out from ec 
tobacco-chewing. To give the fellow his due, he was nat without 
humour. When asked by the doctor if he'd any last wish. liv 
replied, . Yus, mind yer let the funeral music be approprit! Deut 
play no dirge ; let it be an overchewer! . 

The boys in blue at Wood Green ran a street-preacher in the 
other day and 9 him with obstructing the foot hath. Thev 
further charged him with “giving a false address,” because he 
remarked “ Heaven is my home.” a. 

Some people have such a mighty idea of their own dignity snd 
importance, that they can never tind time to amile. A Poor Tust 
little Whitechapel urchin came back the other night froma try 
a Fresh Air fund” trip—to the seaside, and his mother 
him what he had seen that had struck him as remarkable. sy] 
mother,” said he, I see d our school-teacher a settin’ on the Sun 
a-laughin’ just like you or me,—straight, I did!” : 

Don’t worry your head use your trousers don’t crease like 
thore of the swells, Remember that it isn't every shinbone tun 
will fit into a crease, . 

„An Ealing Economist” writes to say that there's only one thine 
colder than the tomb. It ia a zitting-room warmed by Me" 
Rhock Slayte and Company's fifteen-shilling Silkstone (as aes 
vertised). 

Very few young men who went to Alexandra Park race: a 
Rank Holiday were as good as their photographs made them look 
in their sweethearts’ albums. 


— ͤ —— 


AN IRREPARABLE LOSS. 


WHEN the little New Woman came back from the . 
Fmancipation League 9 and discovered what had happen 
rhe was literally beside herself with vicious rage. She tore 0 
the house from room to room, “carrying on like one partis * 
bereft of all sense. The neighbours came in, either from 9 4. 
to try and console her or elee to learn the full details of the bu-!- 
ness, but she refused to be comforted. g 

“T'll find out where they ve gone, she shrieked, “ and III a . 
n that 1 will, even though they re at the other end of the 
eart! 5 the 

“Pray calm yourself, Mrs. Bloocherippers,” interceded 1155 
curate, do not give way like this. I am sure you will deci 
when you give the matter calm consideration, that a mau 0 5 
would descend to such an act as running away with a housemai 
unworthy so much affection.” “ 2 9 

“Oh, it ain't hat? said Mrs. Bloocherippers, “1 don't er 
tinker s cuss about Aim—no, nor about that hussy, Lag Ne 
either—but, bad cess to the villainous brace of them, ee i 
sneaked an’ gone off with my best pair of Sunday shepherd 's. 
bicycling bloomers, they have!” 191100 

ne mere mention of such a fearful contingency prove’ ie 
much for the poor woman, and with a dull thud she fell unon 
patent three-and-eleven-penny can't-beat-it carpet-squire © 
advertised). 


— ͤ ä.i 


Every Wednesday- 


JUDY. 


Best Artists. Best Authors. 


Twopence- 


s 
WE understand from the management that business on the 
big * Wheel "at the Earl's Court Exhibition has exceeded all expec- 
tations, This is good news indeed; but how will things pan out 
when the novelty has worn off? 


the 10. Gd. he had saved up for the purchase of a new pair of 
trousers, passed from his possession before even half the races were 
over, If the bookmakers make many hauls of this description, 
they will be able to retire in a body. 
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ALMS AND THE MAN. 


There has just been inventel an Automatic Alms Distributor] 


THIS newest 
“Penny-in- 
the-Slot "— 

A splendid notion, 
is it not? 

For out of that 
same slot, you 
see, 

A vagrant may ex- 
tract one 
“dee” 

For ev'ry spell 
of cranking. 

So, let us trust 
that in cach 


spot 

We'll find this new 
Alms-Shed- 
ding-Slot, 

And thus the 
shiv'ring 
tramp may be 

Able to earn a 
crust, you ser, 

If not some coin 

for banking. 


— 


ir 
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To some, though, this Alms-Giving-Slot 
May seem a kind of “Tommy Rot.” 
Sume scamps of tramps will cry, “ One ‘ Dee’ 
Yor a underd turns of that? Not me! 
I'm for the Rights o' Labour! 
And my idea o' such is not 
Turnin’ a crank wot's got a Slot, 
Fora coin wot J can get, ye see, 
By pitchin’ yarns—with lyin’ free— 
So keep yer Slot-rot, neighbour!” 
— — 


A CONTRAST. 


Rricut shone the morning's sun upon the shimmering wavelets 
hat chased one another up the long stretch of paper-strewn sand, 
nd the gentle murmur of the waters blended harmoniously with 
be distant blare of a brass band playing Sunshine above” in three 
hiiterent keys. Wafted upon the invigorating air, laden with the 
erke of decaying fish and defective drainage, came the distant 
‘uuble of the switchback and the chorus of All in a row,” and 
i] nature seemed joyous, 

ut the love-enthralled young couple who have wandered thus 
ur fromthe madding crowd have cyes and ears but for each other; 
wwe the golden visions, the rose-hued hopes of the past fortnight 
re being realised, and in a voice quivering with emotion he is 
nouriny out the wild torrent of his 7 81955 and she—the peerless 

ie acknowledged belle of Winkleton--drinks in thirstily 
“word of the sweet 


has longed and waited. 
At length he pauses 
breathless, and, possess. 
ng hit k of a little 
Haintily-gloved hand, 
zes entreatingly into 
he fair. tlushed face for 
1e sizn of encourage. 
nent. Fors few delicious 
homents she speaks no 
ord, revelling in the 
pudisturbed enjoyment } | 
f her conquest; then, 
ith heightening colour 
nd downcast eyes, she 
hyly whispers the 
vords he longs to hear, 
ni the next moment he 
clasped her to his heart, and is showering hot, fervent 
pon the lips that give them back. 
Mine, dearest! mine!” he murmurs, fondly, “Oh! blessings 
vst upon the hallowed spot where my life's happiness commences ! 
ls sweet memory will ever be treasured in this loving heart !” 
* * 


* * * * 
ive years have elapsed, and upon the same spot a careworn man 
itis viciously at his pipe, ever and anon glancing angrily towards 
here a sour-faced woman is vainly endeavouring to still the shricks 
fan infant in her arms and arbitrate between two youngsters who 
„ squnbbling for the possession of a gamey star-fish, 

“Matilda,” he shouts at length, “in the name of mercy keep 
ise confounded brats quiet, or go away, and leave me in peace ! 
you suppose nme down to this infernal hole to hear the baby 
ell itself into convulsions and watch the boys catching their 
rath paddling, I want rest, woman—rest ! but the lot of you are 
touzh to drive any sane man clean off his head! Isn't it bad 
ough to know that it was just here I was fool enough——" 
Kut with the single ejaculation “ Beast !” she hurled the heaviest 
lune from the circulating library full at his head, and the Spirit 
f Romance spread his pinions with a wail of agony, and tled 
veping from the “ hallowed ” spot. 


BELLES OF THE BUFFET. 

1. (COVENTRY), 

I HAVE ridden East, 
I have ridden West, 

1 have ridden South 
and North; 

I've oft by a railway 
train progressed, 

And oft on a bike” 
gone forth. 

But frankly and truly 
I teli you this— 

That, in travelling up 
and down, 

I had always tho 
greatest and 
soundest bliss 
When I came to 
Godiva's town. 

As Coventry's “three 
tall spires” 1 
neared, 

Taye would say, with my 
spirits cheered, 

„ shall meet with a 
welcome most warm, 
know, 

At the good OLD WHEEL in the Leicester Row !” 


For 0! it was jolly to laugh and chaff 
With the bland and benign Joe Vickers 5 
And O; it was soothing to sit and quall 
Hix deliciously healthful liquors. 
And O! J have tenderest memories yet 
Of his kindly and courteous Marx; 80 
i ing mine ease in mine inn,“ you bet 


; L of quitting it ever was charx. 

Sa to travellers all [ would strongly say : 

Is at Coventry town you are booked to stay, 
And if comfort you crave, do not fail to go 

Tv the cosy OLD WHEEL in the Leicester Row.” 
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18 CARLISLE TERRACE, MANNINGHAM, BRAD¥FonD, Yorks. 
July th, 189. 

Dear SLorer,—With great pleasure I beg to acknowled:e 
receipt of the “ Award of Merit,” and thank you for the great 
honour you have conferred upon me, Wishing you every success 
iu your candidature for Shoe Lane, 

I remain, yours very truly, 
WALTER S. BENTLEY, F.O.S. 
P.S.—I encluse you my photograph, 
(a 


THE RAILWAY CARRIAGE CHILD. 


It is invariably hideous, and its mother always dresses it in red. 
Tam nota married man myself, and have never yet been able to 
discover why every particularly ugly and objectionable infant 
should be condemned to this Mephisto-likeattire. Someday 1 shall 
insure my life and put the question to n fond mother; it will bea 
novel and effectual way of departing this life, and 1 mall, at 
anyrate have the satisfaction of dying in the interesis of philo- 
sophical research, 

he Railway Carriage Child has always afforded me much food 
for speculation, Why, for instance, does it suffer froma chronic 
cold in the nose, and never carry a pocket handerkerchief? Why, 
too, is its organ of scent always red and snubby ? I have searched 
years among its kind for one single specimen with a normal 
coloured proboscis, and found it not. When I do I shall give it my 
blessing, and get up a national shilling testimonial for its sole and 
absolute benefit. 

Another thing about the Railway Carriage Child that excites my 
wonderment is ita appetite. The amount of food it will consume 
during a few hours’ Journey is more than marvellous—it's appalling. 
If it had been brought up from infancy on an exclusive diet of gin 
and bitters its craving for nourishment could not be more 
pronounced, The number of buns and oranges it will put away nt 
a sitting without turning a hair would put any two elephants at the 
Zoo to the blush, and yet it will drive a whole compartment full of 
people half crazy by howling for more, and never cease yelling 
until bribed with n pound or two of toffce and a bag of heart 


cakes, 

Yes, I dislike the Railway Carriage Child altogether, I abhor 
its abnormal consumption of nutriment, and have a wholesome 
detestation of its using ny trousers as n serviette to wipe its sticky 
fingers on. There is no single trait in its character that appeals to 
me. and J can only hope that its mother will never go to slee 
during a journey, and so tempt me to murder; though I doubt if 
any jury who have themselves suffered would convict me, The 
man who has the courage to establish n valuable precedent by 
Shrew lng a Railway Carriage Child out of the window deserves 
well of his country—he is a national benefactor on whom every 
honour should be conferred. The poor-box should be emptied for 
his benefit, and statues and things erected in his honour, Some 
day I shall test the gratitude of the public in this direction myself, 


— — 


SEASIDE SONNETS. 
No. 8.—WHAT ARK THE WILD WAVES SAYING? 


What are the wild waves saying 

In the ears of the seaside lodgers 
Who are blistered and bitten, and tortured and smitten, 

All night by the cannibal dodgers? 
They say, sympathising : At morning, uprising, 

Pray flee from the night's persecution ; 
And trust us for curing the stings ye're enduring, 

y a cool aud a soothing ablution !” 


What are the wild waves saying 
To the placid old dame and her daughter, 
Whom the boatman is pressing, in accents caressing, 
To go for an hour on the water? 
They are moaning and wailing : “Go sailing, go sailing 
To give the old skipper employment, 
Or his pleas oft-petitioned will prove all-sufticient 
To utterly spoil your enjoyment |” 


What are the wild waves saying 
While yur kiss, with a tender emotion, 
The knees soft and white of our infants so bright 
Paddling out on the verge of the ocean? 
Ah! then they soy, kindly: *All roughly and blindly 
We've journeyed o'er miles without measur 3 
But our hardships it lightens, our dulness it brightens, 
To give the dear children such pleasure!” 
—̃ — 


HARD LINEsS. 


Snipper, How do you like your new house? 

Snapper, Something awful. 

Saipver, What's up with it? 

Snapper. Why, I've got a Salvation Army bandsman on one idle 
of me and n member of some bally orchestra on the other. 

Sniper, Which is the worst? 

Snapper, There isn’t much to choose between ‘em, One plays 
all the week and practises on Sunday, and the other practises all 
the week and plays on Sunday. 


— — 


MISSED HIS VOCATION. 

Ir was in the bar parlour, and the Holy Friar had just romped in 
an easy first for the Ananias Stakes with one of his famous dog 
yarns, When a smart-looking stranger crossed the room and drew 
him aside, “Pray excuse the liberty I take, sir.” he said, “ but—er 
ny I ask if you are fully satisfied with your present employ- 
ment?“ “Weil, yes, I fancy I am,” responded the Friar; “don't 
think I've got much to grumble at.” Ah! that’s a pity.” said the 
stranger, dimapucintedi¢'s “with your talent for embellishment, 
what a house-agent you would make.” 


— — 


A FORTUNATE ERROR. 
To church, without my prayer-book, I 
by chance one Sabbath eve repaired, 
A stranger Indy, standing by, 
Her gilt-edged volume with me shared, 
And, as my fingers touched the book, 
1 stured at her with a startled look. 


The cause she spied ; she blushed and sighed, 
Aud from her exes the tear-drops welled. 
That gilt-edgedt volume open wide 
Was at THE MARRIAGE SERVICE held! 
Bat, though the tears her eves then blinded, 
We both now bless the absent-minded 
Mistake which led to love-vows truce, 
And a Marriage Service between us two! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSAN os. 


“Tlopson’s Choice”: The young lady who subsequently 
bine Mrs. Hobson. 

„un Naked Truth: Mr. Labouchere’s journal with the cover 
torn off, 

“A TELLTALE”: The old yarn about the patriot, the small 
boy. and the apple. 

“Tne ClovenQol*?: A counterfeit sovercign split in two by its 
angry recipient. 

Miss Dorothy Drew?) Not at all. You really CANNOT miss her, 
if you read the society papers. 

„FAlu Trade”: ‘The business done by a cow-jubber at a Cattle 
Fair. . 
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A FATEFUL BUNKER. 


(A STORY OF THE GOLF COoUKSF ) 
—— 


CHAPTER X. 

THE mysterious Smith carried everything before him in the most 
remarkable manner, Day after day a crowd watched him drive oti, 
and duy after 
day a crowd 
followed — him 
round the links 
watching his 
every stroke, 
and hanging on 
his every breath 
and utterance, 

Ten days had 
elapsed, and 
Portsea knew 
little more of 
him than they 
knew the first 
day of his ap- 
pearance in 
their midst. 

The little 
more they did 
know included 
the fact that he 
was a long way 
the best player 
at golf that had 
visited Portsea 
for many years, 
and that he paid 
his bill regu- 
larly at the Far 
and Sure Hotel. 

tut nothing more was known of him. A rumour that he was 
Mr. Balfour ixceg. caused a momentary flutter, hut the rumour was 
crushed by a man who kept the back copies of Punch turning upa 
cartoon, and proving to a demonstration that he was not Balfour ; 
and there the matter rested. 

Nelly Spence had made an effort to penetrate the mystery. She 
had made eyes at Mr. Smith and had been discomfited. It was not 
till she had cooled down twenty-four hours that she told the full 
extent of her discomfiture. 

“The wretch !” was what she said of him. 

95 1 N Nelly, you were quite enthusiastic before about him.“ 


The Confession, 


“You said that he was a perfectly lovely driver!“ 

“1 admit it.” 

That his play on the green was heavenly !“ 

„ acknowledge 


“That his mous. 
tache wasatriumph 
of beauty!“ 

“I don't think 
I said that.” 

“You did; and 
that his eyes were 
like twin stars!“ 

“LT never did— 
never. His eyes 
are hateful!” 

“Are they? 
What iniquity hos 
he — commiited?” 
sail Erminie. 

“Iniquity? It 
was au atrocity! 
1 wanted to know, 
vou know, just 
the least bit about 
him, and 1—1 
looked at him.” 

» know — made 
sheep's exes at 
him. [have seen 
you do it at 
others.” 

“You never did; 
you are n pasty 
thing, I. merely 
looked at him.’ 

Aud he?” 

“ He winked at me,” said Nelly Spence, furiously. 

“Winked—a mere affection of the eye.” 

Nothing of the kind; it was a common, vulgar wink.“ 

“And you?” 

„ ignored the man—turned away from him at once, and will 
never speak to him again.” 

Nor look at him?” 

“Nor look at him. 1 say, Erminie, let us go have a round our 
two selves.” 

“Well—you see, I promised—I sort of promised to go round 
this afternoon with—Mr., Stubbs.“ 

“Six!” 

“Six?” 

„es; six days you have been round with that man. Erminie, 
pause, ere it is too late. You are,as I said, in that unlucky bunker, 
treading the downward path which Ieadeth to a desert of button 
sewing. Pause, ere 
it is too late. 
Think of tho 
alleged butter 
tubs, Think of 
your aunt.” 

“Bother m 
aunt! Think of re 
the six days you 
have been one of 
the worshippers 
of the mysterious 
Smith!“ 

»I worshipped 
him afar off. 1 
did not love him, 
Tonly admired his 
golf. Rut you— 
Mr. Stubbs!“ 

“Well, 1 hope 
Tean admire his 
golf, too.” 

“fis rolf! His 
golf, che said,” 
cried Nelly, us 
she rowred with 
laughter, 

“Well, it is not 
the best golf, in 
BOING respects, 
You sce, it gives 
Ine an Opportie 
nity to teach him 
something.” 

“Oh, yes! a mutual improvement sort of business. You teach 
golf -le teaches——" 

* Nelly Spence, you winked!” 

„I admit it glory in it; but then you are not I. and Tam net 
Smith!“ (To be continued newt ire. 


A common, vulgar wink.“ 


“Turned away from tian.“ 
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THE F. O. Ss.“ PORTRAiT GALLERY. A BAD RETURN. 


“Prisoner, that is a very aggravating offence, | 
you a month's hari 
an Sure, thin, ver “onour 
it’? the wather ‘ll be the hardest labour o' the lot!" 


E 
5 
2 
i 
J 
2. 
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No. 390. M. WILLIE FuAuk, F. 0. S. 


“It is with a very Ereat sense of pleasure that we this week 1 
acorn our Gallery with a portrait of the talented Scotch He, Lm N fond of you, don't you know. 


Comedian, who is so well-known across the border. The She, Tndeed i 
observant reader will not fail to detect: u very striking likene=3 He, Won't you return a little bit of my love ? 4 5 
te Mr. Kdward Terry, aml the circumstance becomes the more She, Certainly! Yuu can have the whole lot of it back if you like, I'm engaged to Harry Frost. 


extraordinary from the fact that, like the genial actor manager, 
Wallie, as he is affectionately called by his admirers, is also the 
happy possessor of versatile talents of no mean order, Our hero 


is modestly reticent as to his early trials and struggles, but he DECLINED WITH THANKS, 


can now affor! to look back smilingly upon the days when he 
at hi 


name the surest carl u Scot 
Chiefly because he is the lew Be 
F. O. W., awl the ‘Sloper Awarl of Merit’ presented to him 
June loth, 1893."—Lebrett lmproecd, 


ACCIDENTS WILL HAPPEN. 
Drown, who has been a fisherman (i., one who fishes) for teu years, cat hes 
his first and fish and a chill that lasts him for months, 


Young Lady (costumed atefully up to date). Can I have a bathe 
here, my good woman ? 

Bathing Woman, No, that you can't, sir! These are the 
ladies’ machines, 


Ros, It you love me, prove it! 
Tom, Jump in and see if I don’t save you! 


N "eG the 
[She didn't jun ꝓ. Aunt Geeser eee ya any eet about my tceth, but I get 


AT SEA—QUITE. GIRLS BILLY'S PROPOSED TO A CASE OF CONSUMPTION. 


William, That's proper, ain't it, that sunset? Icalls it all right. 
Susan, Yus, tis just the colour of missus’s new dress. 


2 — 
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Jack, Why, man, you haven't got your sea legs 


2 — vet. You hold tight till ! enten you up, and 
E then IU show you how to walk like a Tar. Toor Billy! lack of perseverance i certainly 
[Resuit—Jack is Sound, two minutes afterwards, net one of his failings. He'd quite mate 
Srantically grasping at a whisp of straw, in up his mind he was going to be sueces<fal here, 
© Lor’ bless me! only tenpence a pair, and T paid eighteenpence cainendeavour to prevent himself Jrom falling bunt he got the same old answer he's so used to. 


“ Hullo, Ginger ! how do you like the change in the weather : 
“Oh, it doesn't suit my consumption at all! 
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for the pair I'm wearing !” overboard. The Honourable won't be discouraged, 


